HERE in the dim mysterious forest,
Sit we silent an hour,
And live.

At first, our minds wander afar:

The call of the; wood-dove,

The sonorous hum of the insects,

The merry clamour of parrots,

The sough of the wind in the trees.

Like the steady heating of waves on a rock-bound coast:

All the thousand voices of forest-life

Entice us afield and away.

But soon,

The spd! of the forest-silence falls on our spirit,
And in long deep draughts

We drink in its benediction.
And live.

We become,

Not these diverse creatures of body and mind,

Of fickle impulse and fevered activity.

But living souls in the living world

Of the Living God.

We put off death,
We put on life,

We behold the Truth:

In bliss beyond words

Our souls arc joined unto Him,

And in Him to each other.
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